Black Soggy Balloons 
The rising bubbles in my syrup black 
Like a grim reapers balloon 80 fest 
Thats how the black dots rise 
Popping around glittering black on my eyes 
Its not good reason to mine 
For a black pearl won't pop 
They all pop here 
In this flat world 
Swaying and rippling 
On my face like
A liquid mirror 
Of black with little light 
And with conviction I can yell so hard 
It creates geometric shapes
Tasting of dancing vinegar liquid metal taste 
Liquid O by the way 
Like a smell that should never develop  
100 to 0 and 0 to 100
My life is binary 
No between these 2 point counters 
Black or white 
Bleeds a taste to night
For a cold cemement life
To become black inside
5 dollars a bag
With a stained franklin instead 
20 soggy black balloons 
Around me in bed 
To use my nose as a straw 
I suck up dark blood 
And if I keep this up 
I'll never reach withdraw 
As I read dripped words on the walls  
Alone in a stall 
With my soggy balloons 
I suck them all 
On my make shift bed
A Cement horizontal fence 
To keep me for falling deeper 
In my debilitating nonsense  
Sometimes I use my hallow katana 
To stab through hematomas 
Through any hole 
I rape myself with my probe 
Their is not a chance 
Of any low I won't go 
I even tickle when I know 
My yes used to be no
In my cave of public property 
As loud knocks burst through and echo
Give a fuck if they show 
I don't have to go back now 
I made my mind up long ago 
I can suck my way out 


 

